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I walls tindvd faintly green, forming acr
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wted has tnrned the entire place Into
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ber f{riend= It i3 especlally comforiable for
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ONE S5IDE. WALL OF
THE POSTER DEN  IN
THE CAPANNE HOME
OF CHARIID E WARE

ally & Turkish sword upholding the dra-
pery. or a tall Orfental figure plecs sur-
mounting a pedestal with luzurious cush-
lons plied about its base,

The deep bow windowa are cushloned
seats affording delightful nooks for com-
fort, A large center tabje nfay L umed
equnlly well fur games and cards or for thas
serving of aa informal supper, a sdeboard
near Ly supplylng the reguisite
disties and tahle appolntments,

Out In the pretty suburb of Cabtanne thero
are many pletures iy furnlshcd bhomes,
LONe more cuzy and Interesting than that of
Mr. Charles E. Ware. A “poater den™ 0i-
ted up by Mr. Ware's son, Blesell Ware, Le-
fore his marriage to Misa Eliza Doyd, was |

|

chatng

the favorite nook of uil of the househnll's
friends, who tnvariably found something
new to admire at each wisit. Afr. Hisaell
Ware collected the posters, which were of
lterary

all descripitons — theatrical,

merely gpectacylar—{rom time to lme, and |
as fast a» he acquired one of especial in-
terest, tacked it up on the walls o & good
position, with pipe racks, boxing gloves,
dainty statuettes nnd the bric-a-brac which

gother, Interepersed for rellef.
After Mr. Elssell Ware's marriage the

room was left intact, and i» stfll one of the
®avgrite resurts of the Ware Lousehold.
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Thers are mMANY other apartments in Bt
T.oufs homes that show evidences of tasie
ar@ dtserimination on the part of thelr cwn-
Fra. Alrs, Alexander Cochran owns a
“morning-room,” s she ealls 1t, dona in
chintz and iedolent of datnty femir
wilch s greatly admired by the privil
fewr wha have seen it

The * br akfast-reom™ in tha Linlell touly
vard residence of Fdward S Plerco 15 ane
other cozy apartment, where early toast
erd eges becoms &S ambrosia; and cofes
poured from Mrs. Plerce’s ant ctiver
pot takes on the flavor aud fragrance of
ambrosia.
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RODE ON HORSEBACK ONE
THOUSAND MILES TO WAR. |
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Remarkable Feat of a Man, Still Living in Missouri,
Who Wanted to Fight the Mexicans.

@pecial Correspondence of The Sunday Repubiie.
Macon, Mo., July 6.—James B Harker, &
- Missour! farmer, is & veteran of the Mexi-
can War who rods on an old furm horse a
thousand miles, in the spring of 1847, to
Yoin Colonel Jack C. Hayes, theso at Aus-
itin, Tex., recruiting for General Zachary
Taylor's army. The distance is about 75
‘gmiles direct, but this patrictic horseman
couldn't find all the roads running etraight,
and hs frequently had to make wide detours
to find ferries and good fording places. He
| crosesd the Misscurl River at Hoonvilie, on
}tho tce. He took provisions with him, but
ithe simple statement that he was bound for
'ithe war Insured him a hospliahle welcome
\mrherever he could find & cabin (n the then
ghinly eettied country.
I Mr. Barker didn't have to go to war. Ha
.pres an independent Mlssourl hunter and
} r, and thers was 1o conscription, But
the nmews that filtered through to his little
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Northern Missour] home led him to think |
his country needed him, and he quletiy lald !
aside his pursult of deer, foxes, wi ts
and the llke for the more exciting one of |
hunting men.

When he renched Austin the horse that
bad carried Mr. Barker so falthfully on
his long journey, evidently thinking It had
done enough, laid down and dled. Mr. Bar-
kor got & mnew mount and sallled forth |
with Colonel Haves's regimesnt, In quest of
s al Taylor. but befors reaching him
the reglment recelved orders to re-enforce
General Winfleld Beott, who was then pass-
ing on to Vera Cruz. This was the Hret

regiment 'o re-enforce Generul Ecott after
entering Mexlco, and it was enthusiastically
welcomed by the weary American troops,
Vera Crus feil in March, and there was
hard fighting at Cerro Gordo and at Jalapa,
in both of which engagements the Amer-
fcaus wele viclurivus,

Mr, Barker fough

in nearly all the great battles of the Mex-

lcan War | he was muostered aut 4t Vera
Cruzg on April 20, 1848 Ji« then went 19
New Orleans, and made his trip home on

a steamboat, a ride far less interesting, he

says, than his journey 1o the south on
horseback.

Mr. Burker's was the first regiment
equipped with Calt” rere.  and I?.Z!ll
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MARIE CORELLI'S NEW BOOK.

“Boy’’ Is a Pathetic Story of Modern Life.

WRITTEN PUOR THE SUNDAT REPUBLIC,
The title of Marie Corelli's new book In
rather misleading. It in called “Boy. A
Bketch.”  ¢J. B. Lippincott & Co.) As a
matter of fact It 1» not what one expecls
to find upon reading a sketch; it Is a
bonk, and not at all In the nature of &
short story. A novel of M8 pages Ia not &
sheteh i the usually mccepted meaning
of the term, and yeot Miss Corelll namead
| Lier book to sult her own fancy. Bhe Is
P aubtiess right In calllng 1t a aketch of
“Haoy's” We, for it is but a portion of the
' young mun's history that she sets forth.
The story begine with “Boy's™ chbilihyd:
“1t may be conceded by those who know
anything about married Ife and nouse-
keeping that boy began his career amaong
curious surrcundings. From his ‘feeding-
chatr’ he saw strange sights—sights which
iften puzzled him, caused him to beat mo-
noetonous time with bis baton-spoon In or-
der 1o distract his little brain, Two large,
looming fgures occupled his horizon—"Muz-
23" and ‘Poo Sing.' ‘Muzy. was the easy-
golug stout Indy in felt elippers, who gave
him bis bread-and-milk end sald he was
Ler boy; “Poo 8lng' was, In the few tran-
guil moments of his existence, undersiood
to be “Tiads’ or "Papa.’ Boy somehow
could never call kim either "Dads’ or ‘Papa’
whenn he wos melzed by his staggering fits;
much terms were no! sufficiently compas-
sfonate for gn unfortunate gentleman who
wia sublect to a mal=dy which would not
wllow him to keep steady on his feet with-
cut clutehing at the sli«board or the man-

tieplece. Hov kad been told by “Mussy®
that when ‘Papu' rolled about the room
he was ‘very (L° und the most elogquent

langunge could not Mtngly describe the
innocent and tender emotlons of pity- In
Itoy's mind when he bebeld the progenltor
of his Leing thus crucily afflieted?

“Were It possible to touch a drunkard's
heart in the midearecr of his drankenness,
then the gentle murmur of ‘poo sing!" from
the fresh. rosy lips of a litle child, and
that chill his own son, might have moved
to & sense of unecasy shame and remorse
the particular tough and fibrous nature of
Captain the Honorable D'Arcy-Mulr. But
Captain the Hoporable was of that ancient
and royal birth which may be seen asrert-
Ing 1tself In rowdy theater parties at res-
taurant= In Pleeadilly, and he, with the
rest of Bis distinguished set, sald cpenly:
‘PD—mn sentimenmt” As for any sacredness
in the jife of a child, or any idea of grave
responsibility resting upon him as a father
for thnt child's foture, such primitive no-
tlons never occurred (o him.  Somellmes
when Boy stared at him very persistently
with solemnly Inquiring gruve blue eyes,
he would become suddenly and wviclently
frritated, and would demand: “What Is the
little beggar staring 2t? Looks like &
d—d ot

“Then, pouring more whisky out of the
ever-present bottle into the ever-present
glass, he wonld yell to his wife: ‘Bee here,
old woman, this child Is golng 10 be an In-
fernal lilot! A regular water-on-the-braln
knock-down (diot! Btaring at me for all
the world as if | were a gorillal He's over-
fed—that's what's the matter! Guzzling on
bread_ and milk till he can’t get a drop
more down Never saw such a — little
plg In all my —— Ifel”

“Boy, lately arrived from the Infinite,
wis gulltless of his prpt:ul dublous sur-
rounaings. He did not make his ‘Honorable”
father a drunkard or his mother & sloven.
* * * Boy used to compare ‘Muzzy' with
another lady who sometimes came to visit
him, Miss Letitla Lexlle, a wonderful vision
to Bov's admiring eves, a rustling, glisten-
tng dream, made up of soft, dove-colored
silk and viglet-gcented old lace, and ten-
der, ralm blue eyes, and small hands with
g dlamords fashing on their dainty
whiteness—3tss Letty,” as she was gener-
ally called, and ‘that purse-proud old mald,”
as Captain the Honorable frequently desig-
nated her. Hoy had his own tile for her.
It was ‘Kiss Letty,” Instead of Misa Letiy,
and he would often a=k. In dull moments,
wheén the numerous perplexities of his small
mind became tooentangled for him to bean
*Where s Kiss Letty? Me wants Kiss Lat-
& Kisa Letty loves Boy—Boy loves Kise
ty.”

Miss Letty was a dear lady, indeed. She
was gentle, gweet and amiable, and pos-
sensed of a fortune. Her lover had died
years before, and she bad been falthful to

his memory all her 11fa. She was excead-
Ingly charitubie. *“Much of the grinding of
the craseless wheel of tribulation did Miss
Letitia ses as she went to and fro on het
various errands of mercy and friendship.
but perhaps among all tha haunts and
home where her personality was familiar,
her Interest had seldom been more strongly
mroused than in the i1l ordered houschold (o
Hereford Square, mhere Captain, the Hon-
orable Ly Arcy-Mufr, drank snd swore, and
his wife ‘*slovened’ the hours away in mud-
dle and misanthropy, For here was Boy—
Boy, s soft, smiling morsel of helpless and’
funocent expectancy, Hoy who stretched
out plump mottied arms to ‘Klas-Letly,’
and sakl chuckllingly “Ulle!” an exclamation
he had picked up from the friendly police-
mon at the corner of the square, who greet-
ed him thus when he went out In his peram-
bulator. ‘U'lle! "Ows ‘oo Kiss-LetiyT Wants
Boy out! Kilss-Letty, take Hoy wiz “er
walk-talk

“Which obrervation, rendered Into heavier
English, lmpliled that Boy pollely Iinguired
after Miss Letitia's health, and desired to
go out walking, and likewise tulking, with
that lady.

“And no are in all the world responded
more promptly or more lovingly to Boy's
delighiful amenities than Miss Letitla Q14
The wisely sweel expression of the child's
fare fascinated her: she saw In Boy the pos-
mibllities of poble manbood, graced perhaps
by the rarest glits of genlus.™

Miss Letitia wanted to ndopt Boy, elucila
him, and endow him with wealth, She hnd
him on a long sisit to her house, but his
selfish mother, who did not like Misz Letitia
very well, jealously refused to “give bup her
son,” thouxh the drunken father was willing
that Boy should take advantage of Alisw
I+titin’s beneflcence. It was A bitter blow
to Miss Letitia, and when the Loy grew
older und his mother was still spliefal, she

eame to ths reluctant conclusion that she
muat et all thought of him and hops for
him go out of her life.

Boy was in the way of being rulned.
With bad Influences st home, careless
teachers, and the loss of desr Miss Latty,
bhe became sn embittered youth. Then his
mother sent him to a cheap school in
France, #0 that he might be quite away
from Miss lLetiy's Inflience.

When he came back to England, badlly
taught, and very unhappy, Miss Letty was
in America, looking after the orphan nicce
of a friend. He stood the examination for
the army, barely got in, and soon after-
wurds dlsgruced himself by being drunk
and disorderiy. He was expeiled from Sand-
birst, disgraced. His father's curses and
his mother's selfish reproaches only em-
bittered him. After several trying experi-
ences, during one of which he learned that
Miss Letty still loved him, he eniisted as
a private for the war in Bouth Afrieca He
haid needed money on one occasion, and had
written to Miss Letty for it Her prompt
response pirascd him, but the amount was
not =ufficlent, and he made the check read
oW, Instead of 5. When he found hat the
bad acknowledged the check, and saved
him from & second dsgrace, his shame sid
repentance came, and the money was re-
turncd to her. Then bhe went away 10 Af-
thea,

The end of Boy's career came at the bat-
tle of Colenso. Miss Letty's young friend,
Violet Morrison, had offered her services
as a nurss, she had been trained for her
duties. and she was in South Africa also.
When they bronght Boy to the hospital, ke
was accompanied by a young Lieutenant,
Allster McDorall, who had not recognized
the private soidter, whom he had rescu o,
s his old playmate, Boy. Recognition
cume, and Violet Morrison heard McDonald
excliim: “Boy™ She hurried toward the
wounded man. She must help him “or Jse
Jatty's sake, for she knew the sad atory.

“Ah, you've done something brave-al-
reads!™ murnured Boy to Alister MceDonald.

His voice sank. Moveld by & compassion-
ate wish ta rouse bim once mere, Violet
Morrison suddenly put her arms reund him
&8s he jny and sald c

“Boy "

He stared at her and a Iftte sxuils eupt
round kis mouth.

“Boy,” she want on gobbingly, ~eaa yeu
bear me—can you understand ™

He made a faint sign of assend.

“] know Miss Letty,” she went on, in her
pweet, thrilling tomes, “and you've seen
me, and I have seen Yyou, only you gen't
remember me just mDow., Poor Boyi 1
know Miss Letty, and I know how she loves
you and wan's to see you again™

A gray shadow fell warningty em his
features, but bhe still kept his eyes fized oa
Violet.

*Dices—ahe—know T

*She knows—asbe knowal™ answered Vie-
Jet, unabls to westrain her tears “She
knows how hard everything was for you—
yes, dear Doy, she knows!—and she loves
you just as dearly pow as when you were
a little child™

A grave peace began to compose and
eoften his face, as though it were touched
by some [nvisible sweet angel's band

*“Tell her—that I enlisted—to get & chance
—of making amends—doing something good
—brave—to make her proud of me—but IU's
too late now—too late—""

A terrible convulsion selzed him, and the
sharp agony of it caused him to spring haif
upright. The surgeon caught him and beld
bim fast.

“Boy! Oh, Boyl" eried Violet.

“Ir's all right!” he eald dreamfly. *All
forgiven—all right! Don't ery. Tell Mise
Letty not to cry. Tell ber—Boy—Boy left
his love!™

An awed sflence foilowed, and then young
Allster McLonald, with a tenderncsa which,
though he knew It not, was destined to
deepen Into a husband’'s lfe-long devotion
later on, drew the weeping Violet gently
aside that she might give her tears full
vent, while the surgeon reverently drew a
covering over the quiet face of the dead.

“You always sald you would-you wanied
to he n hero, and yvou've—you've begun! I
wanted to do something great, too—for Miss
Letty's fuke—"

When the news reached England and they
went to tell Miss Letty about Boy they
found ber dead. 5o ends the stery of Boy.
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